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: _ INCONSPICUOUS VIRTUE 


nPve been good the livelong week, 


7 d doa thing that’s wrong, 


ey never fail to notice it— 


THE WICKED LIE 


When I have told a wicked lie 

I’m sent right off to bed, 

And when my lunch comes by and by, 
It’s just dry hunks of bread. 

So next time when my Mother dear 
Asks where the sugar goes, 

I tell the truth with many a tear— 
And what do you suppose? 

I get sent off to bed the same 

Asif P’dtolda lie— 


When [ve owned up to all the blame ;— 


I wonder why! 


[2] 
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THE COLOR LINE 


My mother says that colored folks 
Are just as good as we 

And that I mustn’t play mean jokes 
But treat them Christianly. 

And yet, the other day when Sam, 

A little darkey kid 

And I were eating bread and jam, 
What do you think she did? 

I had my arm hugged ’round his head 
When she was passing by, 

Gee Whiz! She sent me home to bed— 
I wonder why! 


[3] 


A DISCRIMINATING PROVIDENCE 


The day we climbed the apple-tree 

The wobbly ladder fell. 

Which was the scaredest of us three 

I really couldn’t tell. | 

Dick tumbled first and struck the ground 
And Gladys hit a stone, 

But I slid down all safe and sound 

And never cracked a bone. 

My Mother says ’twas God’s good care 
That saved me froma blow, 

And I must tell him ina prayer 

The gratitude I owe. 

How can I thank Him really true 

For keeping me from harm, 

When He made Dick all black and blue 
And broke poor Sister’s arm? 
Of course I’m glad I didn’t fall 

And glad I didn’t die, 

But does He love me best of all? 

I wonder why! 


[4] 


GOSSIP 


My parents say it isn’t right 

To say mean, ugly things 

Against our neighbors—’tain’t polite 

And unkind words have stings. 

So Wednesdays when the callers come 

And Mother poursthe tea, _ 

Nurse takes me to the drawing-room 

To learn how things should be. 

And Mother and the callers there 

Talk over friends till I 

Am ’fraid of being stung—it’s queer, 
And makes me wonder why. 
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GERMS 


If grown-up folks would take more care 
To say just what is right, 

Us little boys would not be scared 
To go to bedat night. 

But germs are on our dirty hands 
And hiding in our hair, 

And they are worst of all when they 
Are flying through the air. 

I try to shut my mouth up tight 
Before I goto sleep, 

But how am I to blame if up 

My nose they slyly creep? 

If God makes little germs so small 
That they cannot be seen, 

I think He is responsible 

If some slip in between. 

They live on us—then does He like 
To see His children die, 

Or must He feed the dirty germs? 

I wonder why! 


[6 ] 


THE TENTH COMMANDMENT 


We've had such lots of different cooks 
Allina month or so, 
And you should see my Mother’s looks 


_ As from our house they go. 


And good old Miss Grace Beverly 
Who lives across the street, 

Has had just one for ten long years, 
So faithful and so neat. 

My Mother says she envies her 


- And wishes so that she 


Could coax old Ann to live with us 
And leave Miss Beverly. 

The Bible says a deadly sin 

To covet neighbors is— 

The maid-servant or ox or ass 

Or anything that’s his. 

I try to get her to explain: 

She answers—“‘By and by 


Youw’ll understand—it’s different now— 


I can’t just tell you why.” 


ey 


HAIRS AND SPARROWS 


The Bible says when any little Sparrow falls 
and dies 

That God Almighty sees it with His never- 
slumbering eyes. 

It says He knows how many hairs are growing 
on my head, 

And that He watches me all night, when I’m 
asleep in bed. 

Now there are billions of us kids all over this 
wide land, 

And every little single child is guided by His 
hand. 

He calls us all by name and knows when we 
are hurt or cry— 

If God goes crazy some fine day, we’ll know 
the reason why! 


[8] 
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FLIES 


When I was just a little boy 

My Daddy often said 

It was a sin to killa fly 

Or anything God made. 

But now his wire swatter-brush 
Kills seven at a blow; 

He says he’II pay me lots of cash 
To kill a quart or so. 

They are a “menace to mankind” — 
Then won’t you tell me why 

God wastes such lots of heavenly time 
To make the dangerous fly? 


[9] 
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EXAGGERATION 


My Mother says I must take care 

Not to exaggerate, 

And when I’ve seen three sails go by 

I mustn’t say they’re eight. 

But when she told the Beggar-man 
She didn’t havea cent, 

And then I felt her purse quite full— 
I wonder what she meant. 

You mustn’t see more than there is 
When sails are passing by, 

But you can own more than you'll tell— 
I wonder why! 


[ 10 ] 


WAR 


On Saturdays my dear Mamma 
Reads to us after tea, 
Stories of hunting and of war 
And battles on the sea. 
And when next day in church we hear 
That killingisasin, — 
I whisper in my Daddy’s ear 
“Will God let armies in?” 
Is it a better thing to do 
To killa lot than one? 
Why isa pistol so much worse 
To shoot with, than a gun? 
They call the criminals the men 
(And sentence them to die) 
Who shoot just one instead of ten— 
I wonder why! 


[31] 


CHEATING 


They say it’s very wrong to cheat 
Andif you acta lie, 

The chances are that soon or late 
Yow’re mighty apt to die. 

Then why, when yow’re a grown-up boy 
And ought to pay your fare, 

Does Mother tell Conductor-Men 
While fiddling with your hair, 

That you are monstrous for your age 
And are not twelve but ten? 

It seems to me an awful sin 

To cheat Conductor-Men. 


[12] 
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RICH MEN AND CAMELS 


The Rich Men lead such wretched lives 
It often seems to me 
_ They lose an awful lot of fun 
_-  Insaving up to be 
The Millionaires that God must hate, 
For when they come to dje, 
He says they’! find at Heaven’s gate 
That they cannot get by. 
Why does He let them get so rich 
If riches area sin, 
And then accept their money back 
a To buy a place within? 
“Give all thou hast unto the poor” 
a _ Unless they this obey, 
The camel’s got a better chance 
To get to Heaven than they. 
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POTATOES OR SOULS 


The other day our Sunday-school had planned 
to havea lark, 

With cakes and games and lemonade all held 
out in the Park. 

But our good Superintendent said, in case that 
it should rain, 

Of course we’d have to put it off and try our 
luck again. 

So he encouraged us to see what we could do 
by prayer 

To coax the Weather-Bureau Man, through 
God, to make it fair. 

Now all the farmers in our town are Metho- 
dists, you know, 

And they explain they need the rain to make 
potatoes grow, 

So they all gathered in their church on Friday 
afternoon 

And prayed aloud to God to send the showers 
very soon. 
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q So now I’m puzzled—for you see, when they 
brought down the rain, 

| 4 a _ The Presbyterian Sunday-school observed it 

q | with much pain. 

_ For all the ground was wet and soft and full 

i of muddy holes— 

God must be Methodist, or love potatoes more 


than souls. 
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THE FORCE OF EXAMPLE 


When my dear Mother isn’t dressed 
And callers sometimes come, 

She often says to Kate “Just say 
That I am not at home.” 

But yesterday, when dusting, Kate 
Broke Father’s mirror tall, 

And when my Mother questioned her, 
She just denied it all. 

So Mother told her she must go 
Because she’d told a lie; 

And she had taught her to decerve— 
Now there’s another Why! 
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BRIBES 


My Mother says that Uncle Jack 
Can’t give us any money, 

And when he offers us a prize 

She acts so awful funny. 

He’ll say “If you’ll be good all day 
I?ll give you each a dime!” 

But Mother always happens ’round 
Just when it’s paying time. 

Yet still she tells us we must save 
Our pennies one and all, 

To send to little Heathen Kids 
When missionaries call. 

- For still they worship heathen gods 
They fashion out of wood, 

And we must send our pennies out 
To make those children good. 

If it’s asin for Uncle Jack 

To offer us a bid, 

It seems to me much wickeder 


To bribe a Heathen Kid. 
| [17] 


THE PERFECT EXAMPLE 


When Daddy tacks the carpet down, 
I wish you could be there. 

He pounds his thumb and hurts his knee 
And then he tears his hair. 

_ But oh, he’s such a different man 
When I am in my bed, 

He tells me Bible stories then 

And strokes my childish head, 
Hoping his little son will grow 

To bea worthy heir, 

And never drink or smoke or cheat 
Or chew or spit—or swear! 
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FOREIGN MISSIONS 


It seems to me that missionaries 
Have a lot of nerve, 

To go to foreign lands and tell 
Them just which God to serve. 
For I have heard that Buddha, 
And old Mohammet too, 

Were just as good as any one,— 
That is, if books are true. 

Our minister has often said 
America’sa slave 

To the worship of the Dollar— 
I think we ought to save 

A few good missionaries here, 
Right on our native sod, 

To see that we do not bow down 
To Silver Dollar God. 


[ 19 ] 


MUD SLINGING 


Today I had an awful row 

With red-haired Billy Sim; 

I called him names and then I threw 

A lot of mud at him. 

And when his father found it out, 

He made me wash his face 

And called the other fellers ’round 
‘To witness my disgrace.” 

Of course my Dad, he took their side 

And then he licked me too, 

And said that throwing mud’s a thing 

No gentleman should do; 

And calling names; well, if it’s wrong 

I can’t see any sense 

In making rules for us small kids 

And not for Presidents. 
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THE LAW AND THE PROFITS 


My Daddy’s an Attorney 
And practices all day; 
If itis anything like scales, 
He’|! soon know how to play. 
And evenings when his friends drop in, 
They talk about the law 
And then of profits and of loss 
And argue about War. 
But Mother and us children sit 
And never say a word— 
It’s just for all the world like church— 
For have you ever heard, 
Right after the Commandments 
The Minister’! sigh— 
“Hang all the law and prophets!” 
Gee! I wonder if that’s why! 
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GUARDIANS 


When Daddy kisses me goodnight 
After I’ve said my prayers, 

And then snaps out the nursery light 
Before he goes downstairs, 

He calls to me, “Don’t fear a mite, 
No harm can come to you— 
Youw’re just as safe as in the light!” 
Now do you think that’s true? 

Do angels hover ’round my head, 
Or is that all a lie? 

Dad keeps a pistol by his bed— 

I wonder why! 


[ 22 ] 


THE MINISTER’S CALL 


The Minister came to our house 
And made a call today, 

And usually when callers come 
I’m not allowed to stay. 


: _ But he just took me on his knee 


And gave my legaslap, 

And said ‘How like your dad you are 
You jolly little chap!” 

So then he told how long ago 

They had been pals at school, 

Had done their sums and often fished 
And waded in our pool. 

And afterwards of pranks they’d played 
On all the neighbors’ cats, 

__ And how they stole through neighbors’ doors 
And mixed up all their hats. 

_ Poor Mother tried to catch his eye 

And made believe to cough, 

__ Because she saw Dad’s dignity 

. _ Would very soon wear off. 
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She also seemed to have a fear 
His discipline was gone— 

My Father’s sternness was a thing 
She always counted on. 


But when he came at dinner-time 

I ran—and hugged his knee. 

The Minister had changed my Dad 
Into a laughing, jolly lad— 

Just the right Pal for me! 


[ 24 ] 


BEES AND ANTS 


~ When Mother says that I must work 
And I just say I can’t 

She tells me of the busy bee 

And of the active ant 

The Bible writes about, and adds 
That I must hustle round, 

And help to get my daily food 

By digging in the ground. 

But yet, if any busy bee 

Gets in his work on her, 
She shrieks and slams him with a broom 
And makes an awful stir. 

And if she spies some tiny ants 
Within our nice clean house, 

She treats them just like water-bugs 
Or like the nibbling mouse. 

She spreads a lot of poison stuff 
Upon the tubs and shelves 

And is so pleased when they come out 


[25 ] 


And poison their poor selves. 
If I were active as an ant 

Or busy as a bee, 

I wonder if a great kind God 
Would do such things to me. 
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_ THE LITTLE HAPPY HARRIGANS 


The little happy Harrigans, 
They live right down our street. 
Their father is a janitor 
And we’re—“of the élite” 
My Mother says—but anyhow, 
Although we face the Park 
And they live over by the “L” 
We meet them after dark. 
We play their games and tease their cat 
And really I can’t see 
But what they’re an advantage 
To Jimmy and to me. 

“They speak a different language” 
My Mother says, but Dad 
Is broader-minded and just laughs 
And says “They’re not so bad, 
I’ve seen them sitting on their steps 
And they’re a decent sort; 
I rather think that ina pinch 
They’d do the thing they ought.” 


[ 27 ] 


Last week my Mother and my Dad 
Put household cares aside, 
Went for a week-end with some friends 
Ona long motor ride, 
And we were left at home with maids 
Who let us have our way, 
So you can bet the Harrigans and we 
Had one grand day. 
I hitched behind a Campbell hearse 
Until a husky Cop 
Unhitched me—and my joyous ride 
Came to a sudden stop. 
He took me to the Station House 
And I’d have gone to jail 
But Mr. Harrigan it was 
Who got me out on bail. 
The little happy Harrigans 
They live right down our street, 
Their father is a janitor— 
But we’re—“of the élite.” 

Ha-ha! 
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MANNA 


The little Israelitish kids 

Who lived so long ago, 

All stranded in the wilderness 
They must have found life slow. 

No trees to climb nor fruit to eat 
Nor cake to make life gay, 

Only a bit of manna— 

And that but once a day. 

Now camping’s quite a different thing— 
We went with Dad last year 

And lived like young wild Indians, 
With no one very near, 

We used to spread our jam on bread 
Upon our hand or knee, : 

For manners were a thing taboo 


With daddy, Jim and me. 


The little Israelitish kids 
Who lived so long ago, 
Their manna-diet must have made life 


[ 29 ] 


Very tame and slow, 

Or else it just came natural 

For them to be forlorn, 

They must have been, as Daddy says 
“Quite to the manna born.” 
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A TRUNK LINE 


When Betty had the Whooping-cough 
We didn’t dare to play 
With all the little boys and girls 
That live across the way. 
So I just hitched my rocking-horse 
And ona trunk we sat 
And then we raced to Canada— 
Just only think o’ that! 
But when my Daddy saw me ride 
I heard him laugh and say— 
“Where are you bound for, Little Man? 
That horse will run away!” 
I called to him “I can’t look ’round 
For fear I?ll tumble off — 
But Mother says she’s sure we’re bound 
To catch the Whooping-cough!” 
—St. Nicholas. 
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PUMPS AND VANITIES 


It seems to me that ministers 

Are awful smart for they 

Can tell just everything you wear 
And what you do each day— 

For when my sister wore to church 
The pumps she boughtin town, - 
She was as vain as she could be 

And kept her eyes cast down. 

So when theMinister he prayed 
For those who in the Strife 

Must be delivered from the pumps 
And vanities of life, 

My sister squirmed and tucked her feet 
?Way underneath the pew. 

And hid her vanity as well— 

I wonder how he knew! 
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CURLS 


I wonder how much bunk the grown-ups 
Think we kids’1] swallow 
When we all know their own advice 
Is the last thing they’d follow— 
My Mother says “Now Gladys dear, 
Do be a nice sweet girl, ) 
And if you eat your crusts all up 
Your hair will surely curl.” 
Yet yesterday I heard her say— 

“Tt really is a shame— 
This Marcel wave is just no use— 
I ought to play the game 
And havea ‘Permanent,’ although 
It really costs a lot, 
And it’s a tiresome thing to do 
Just when the weather’s hot—” 
Why don’t she munch away on crusts 
Just like a little girl, 
And save her cash and have the fun 
Of watching her hair curl? 
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A CONSCIENCE 


A conscience is a awful scarey thing to have, 
yowre right, 

For whenever you’ve stole apples with the 
boys, 

Your Mother says it ha’nts you in the middle 
of the night, 

A-speakin’ ina still, small voice. 

Now I don’t mind rattlin’ thunder nor pourin’, 
peltin’ rain— 

I ain’t scairt of any natural earthly noise, 

But the thing that gits me rattled an’ the thing 
gives mea pain, 

Is the squeakin’ of that still, small voice 

So when I’ve been awful wicked an’ I say my 
prayers at night, 

—I wonder if God hears us naughty boys— 

I just pray—“Dear Lord in Heaven, You can 
smite me with Your might 

But don’t whisper in that still small voice!” 


—The Ladies Home Journal. 
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THE LEECH IN THE WELL 


The well wall is not very high 

And when we lean way over—why, 

Away down deep, we see the sky. 

But Nursie says that some fine day 

A great big Leech will crawl our way 
And then—o my! 

He’ll pop right down our throats 

And then— 


We'll never speak a word again! 


So now we are contented to 

Look up and see the sky so blue. 
We feel we'd rather keep our speech 
Than gargle with a slippery Leech! 


[35] 


GOD AND ME 


My Mother says the only way to say my 
prayers at night, 

Is to kneel down beside my bed efor I snap 
the light, 

And say my “Now I lay me down” and ask 
to be made good, 

And thank God for my happy home and for 
my daily food. 

~ But when I try to do it so, I think about my 
play— 

Andall my prayers get muddled up—I don’t 
know what I say! 

But when I curl up in my bed with blankets 


to my ears, 

I tell God all I think and want—and then I’m 
sure He hears, 

For I’m not frightened of the dark nor any- 
thing at all, 
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And there’s a cosy little space between me and 
the wall, 

And God gets right beside me there, as comfy | 
as can be, 

And Heand I just snuggle up— cause God— 
He’s fond of me. | 


[37] 


FINALE 
WANTED—AN INTERPRETER 


I thought that Dad and Mother dear 
Knew all there was to know, 

- But when I ask about these Whys 
They think most awfully slow— 
And so I hope this little book 
Will hunt about and send 
A good un-busy kind of man, 
Who'll have some time to spend 
In answering a little child— 
He’II have to be quite wise; 

I sometimes think that even God 
Can’t answer all my Whys. 
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ONE THOUSAND COPIES OF WHY HAVE BEEN PRINTED 
BY EUGENE V. CONNETT AT THE DERRYDALE PRESS, ONE 
HUNDRED OF WHICH ARE ON DUTCH CHARCOAL PAPER. 
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